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HOW HE WON THE FIGHT
FOR LOVE.

I

THE OPENING,—*“Because you

have already opened my

heart ;3 and what is mine, Ethel, is yours.”

OBERT FITZSIMMONS, champlon

R heavy and middle weight puglllst of

tha world, Is preparing for the stage,

to make his livellhood other than by placing

his terrible left agalnst the solar ploxns of

‘those who essay to dispose of him with five-
ounce gloves In a twenty-four foot ring.

The production which Fitzsimmons will
launch ont in s not yet completed, owing
greatly to the fact that it Is belng bullt
in & composite sort of way; that la to say,
soma severnl ploy writers are toking falls
out of 1t “to sec’’ ns Bob says, ‘‘who will
come nenrest Lis original ldea of what he
requites.” Recelving the manuseript as
he does, an act at a tlme, he gathers those
sltuations which sult him best nnd has just
nbout got them in guch shape that the plot
bhegins to define itself and the Thesplan fu-
ture nf Robery Fltzslmmons I8 beginnlng to
unfold 4

It I8 & four-act melodrama with the scene
In Heiston, Cornwall, where Fitzslmmons
wag born. It will have the euphonious title
of *The Hero of Helaton."

Tha story s oot a bnd one and will glve
Fltz un opportunity to show himself In
every act, 1o stropg eituntions and to the
best advantage In the separate gualitles in
which he exeels.

9 N my conception of a play for myself the
l ouftaln tiseg on o blacksmlth shop with

the fires glowing and the hammers lean-
Ing agalnst are anvils, It Is the soan hour,
and Jm Hareld, the hero of the pluy—that's
me—is tinkerlng awiay at the beneh, com-
pleting o lock. He solllogulzes about Its
fine points when Hthel Jarrett, the dauvgh-
ter of Horgee Jarretr, the owner of the
ghiop, enters and asks for ler father,

11 18 shown clenrly that Harold Is in love
with her, and the young smmnith, played
excinslvely by me, sented on an anvil, opens
bis heart im a crode, bashful way, and
tolls Etlhie] of his great pnssion. While she
thinks eqoally well of him she ls extremoe-
I bmshfal, and Harold makes little head-
winy in his love affalr, Presently he turns
lily sttentlon to the Jock upon which he
hng Loen working, and the following dls-
Jogue ensucs:

Ethel—What s that, Jim?

Jim—A burglar-proof lock, girl. I defy
any man to open it unless he has seen the
works. It will make me n rich man.

Ithel—And then you can lock all your
money up and 1t will be safe.

Jim'—Nbt from you. You ghall have the
comblontion.

Ethel—Why1?

Jim—Because you have already opened
my heart and what !s mine, Ethel, Is yours,
lock or no lock. (Is ebout to kiss her hand,
whistle blows and workmen begin to come
1n.) P

Jim (horrledly to Ethel)—Not a word
about my lock. It is the secret of my life.
No one knows of its existence but you,
Walt untl] It is patented and then, Ethel,
I will ghare it with youw

Hardld thinks he has kept the secret of
‘hls lock-sufely to himself, and also congrat-
ulates himself on the fact that he ls mak-

ng some hendway with Hthel. Durlng
thelr eonversation, however, Jack Bassett,
the foreman of the shop, overhearas the
converpation, sees Harold make love to

Tthel, whom he himself loves madly, and
glso ohserves where the young Inventor
hides the almost finlshed lock. Now, don't
forget that lock racket. That's the polnt
of the play,

Then Bassett makes a statement In o
deep whisper to the effect that the man
who wins her will have to swim In blood,
ent horseshoen and do other uncomfortable
things at lenst three times a day. Bassett
Is no good, you understand.

The scetieéa in the shop are lively, and 1
make real horseshoes, greatly to the delight
of ¥Ethel;, who has pltted me In speuvd
agninst the foreman, who secretly loves
her nnd has made the usugl vow to “'make
ber his wife," ote., ete

Then there are some scenca arlslng ount
of the capture of a big contract for making
tlres for the eonl wapgons in the mines, and
extrn men are put on to complete the job
In time, All of these things llven up the
plot, but the erownlng sceéne deévelops when
the derrick In the centre of the shop I8
gwung around to Mt ‘& seven-foot tire
from the blazing forges aud put it on the
blg anvil where it Is to be welded. IHere's
wlere I get In. i

Just s It rises from the bed of econis
and leaves the, forge the gulde chaln eone
trolling 'the pondernus miigs soaps, nnd,
with u hige, the red hot tire swings across
the shop. At the same Instant Ethel, hav-
Ing just returned from the house, which Is
pext door to the smithy, runs In the door-
way to tell her father something, and be-
fore the workmen renllze It she Is rushing
stralght tto the path of the swinglng red
hot steel.

This Is the juncture where I get my work
In on the gallery and sweep the front seats
into a state of melodramntic hysterln. 1
gee the danger Into which my sweetheart
ts unconsclonsly plunglng.

With a bound T jump over the anvil and,
with arms open and chest expanded, place
mysel! before my love and recelve the rim
of the tire comlng my way, 0 to speak, Tull
In the cheat.

It comes to a dead stop, mnd; burning
through my shirt, sends up a slpkening
smell of roasting flesh (property sooke),
while my face, firm and set, tokes on a
deadly pallor, #nd the next Instant I sink
down on the grimy floor of the shop, Wit-
ness the dext few remarls:

Bthel (clutching her temples and gazing
excltedly nt the spellbound workmen, petrl-
fled and speechless In thelr tracks)—Jim!
{screnms) Jim! Oh, God! Father, hé is
dead. (Sees clothing still smoking on un-
congelon® man.) Wil no one help him?
Water, men! Water! Qulek! (Falls on
knees boslde him and dasbes a bucket of
water on smouldering skirt, tearing It from
his chest, discloalng deep wound burned In
by tire. Ethel shows great excitement.)
Bring me some ofl, gulek; and gome waste!
Go for & doctor! Ge! Goll Golll

(Exit three workmen for doctor.)

Ethel—Jim, speak to me, Jim! Look at
me! Oh, he I8 dead! [He Is dend! Jim
opens eyes and smlles faintly.)

I eome to here,
Ethel—Hg llves! He llves! You will not
dle, Jim! You are too brave to dle, (Bathes

wound with ofl applled on cotton waste.
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Jim tremiblingly fondles her bare erm,
klsging It tenderly.'

Jim—Never mind, Ethel,
right. There, there, there.
ghuts eyes ngaln.)

Ethel (to her father)—Father, where Is the
doctor? Cannot something be done? He
must be taken away. BSee, his eyes are
closed agein. Oh, he will dle! (Sobs.)

Bthel's Pather—There, my child. Get
up and we wlll ecarry him to some com-
fortable plhce. Don't ery, Bear up. All
will he well

Ambalance doctors enter with lltter and
carry Jim away.

Ethel—I will go with him,

Ambulance Surgeon—It Is better not. He
will be cared for. Come in an bour. You
ghall know the truth.

Iixit all bhands, lenving Ethel.

Ethel (weeplng and upstrung, bends over
workbench and sobs}—He will not dle. No!
no!! no!!! He ls too brave to dle. Oh Jim,
how I lové you. Ha was so brave. God
grant that he will not die. And he did it
for my sake, (Breaks down.)

Enter Bassett stenlthily.

Basselt—Tears for him, eh?

I will be all
(Sighs and

But mever o
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where the Hero of Helston hos been so long
118

Bee, I nm going after the dough.

Bnesett is constantly appearing and mak-
Ing ndvances to Ethel, but, fearing that
Jim will refuse to leave her under the clr-
cumstances, says nothing to him about the
persistency of Bassett. Youn see 1 am not
on to Bassett yet.

In the snddenness of his departure for
America he forgets his lock, and ealls, leav-
ing it behind—but in the possession of nls
enemy—instend of In his drawer at the
shop, ns he supposes,

At the coneclusion of the second mct Ethel
vows that she will marry the hero If she
has to walt her whole lifetime for him to
return.

Between the second and tnlrd nets there
Is an Interval of five years, during which
time Harold has nll kinds of Nard luck.
When he aerives at San Francisco he finds
that his uncle was not nltogether particu-
iar about his matrimonial affalrs, and that
soms three or four wives who clalmed his
name had jumped on the fortune, carried
the case Into the probate conrts and to-
gether with the lawrers lhiad gobbied the
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FOR THE FIRST TIME

HE DISCLOSES THE PLOT
OF THE DRAMA HE S TO
STAR IN NEXT SEASON

{list the warld bhad ever seen,

Througliout all hlg victorles he preserved
his monhood and his bonor, and never al-
lowed hils reputatlon to turn hls head, The
only time he was secb In sporting clrclea
was whon he passéd to <the rlng from his
dressing room, After his world’s cham.
plonship victory he absolutely retired from
the ring. and practically disappeared from
his old haunts.

He changed bhis form of dress, never
spoke of the prize ring, and after five
years returned to Helston n different man,
bur with neariy $10.000, which he had
won In the roped arena. Dom't that sound
theatrleal enouzh?

In the meantime, 013 Horace Jarrett hnd
bullt up a great business, ‘gwned the
largest foundry In Helston, and llved with
His' daughter HWibel In magol@cent strle.
Busgett was no louger Lis foreman, but
hik businéss advizer, and enjoyed the so-
clnl atmeosphere of the Jarrett mniston.

Harold went to the best hotel In Helston,
registered ag 4 Josfeph Jolnson from Amer-
fea, and after walklng around the town
pald a visit to old Jarrett, preseuting him-
gelf fs A manufacturing mwan and inves-

THE SACRIFICE.—* With a bound I jump over the anvil, and with armsopen and chest expanded
place myself before my love and receive the tim of the tire, coming my way so to sprak, full in

emile for me. So you love him, do you!?
And yon have the combination to his heart.
Well you will not enter It to: stay If John
Bassett knows himself. As for the lock, I
wlll reap what harvest there Is to be
gleaned from that Inventlon. Go on crying,
my pretty Ethel, for your hero. When he
lenves the hospltal (and curse him, he will
#some day) T will be the patentes of the
Rasselt burglar proof lock. (Stepa qulckly
to Jim's bench, takes out lock and exlts.)

Ethel-And he did it for my sake.

(Cartain.) 1

How's that for hot stuff?

This finale |5 intended to tear things up
a good bit, so far as the audlence 1s con-
cverned and It wlil if I do the martyr act
In proper shape.

As the play goes, Jim Harold spends sey-
ernl weeks In the hospltal, Hthel (s con-
stantly by his side, and when he begins
to convalesee they renew thelr love making
and Jim recelves the promlse of Ethel's
hand. Dversthiog ls going on swimmingly
and the title of *The Hero of Helston' Is
conferred upon the Foung blacksmith by the
Iocal newspapers. Ol Jarrett promises to

" take him into partnership and the wedding

day Is set. In the mldst of his restoration
to. health he recelves word from Amerlea
thnt & zelatlon of his who had gone to
Californip and atruck it rieh In the gold
reglons  had died and had appointed his
nophow, Jumes Harold, ndministrator., All
of this information comes ont In the gur
det. of the lhospltal, where Jim and BEthel
muke their vows to be forever faithfnl to
their troth.

The situation Is such that Jim thinks It
for: the best that he go to Callfornia and

~seftle up the estate and then return to

THE PLOT THICKENS,—The scene where Mr. Johnson (that’s

_ Fitz), appears with a false beard and money to burn.

clnlm Dis bride. It 15 under the cireum-
stances agrecablp nll around and he takes
passage on a stenmship enerying freight

e San Tranelseo, and an afectlonnts |

furewel] ls' held in the hospital garden,

. the chest.,”

estate. That's when I lose.

This naturally: rattles the young black-
emith, who looked around reandy to turn
his attention to anything that came along.
Heo sought work and found It In a foundry,
and trled to saye some money, but high
prices for all comforts kept him poor and
at work,

His occnpation developed hls muscle won-
derfully, and belng a temperate young man
he finally became one of the most powerful
blncksmiths In the clty. Bot that did not
ennble him to mather the rlches which he
had como from Cornwall to claim. The
dissppolntment kept him from writing to
Ethel, ns every day he hoped to strike
pomething that would glve him confldence
enourl to write home to lils swestheart,

It wouldn't do to glve ner a con game,

Fitually prive Aghtlng became populhr,
and In n frlendly bout one nlght Jim
knocked out a middlewelght and recelved
3500 for hly work, From that hour his
reputation began to grow, and before le
knew It he had left his forge and movil
for the prise ring,

He met all comers and fooght every
man who woaunld dare go agalnst him.

All the fighters In the West went down
before hls terrible blows, and he was
called East 10 win new lanrels, The boest
mlddieweights In the country gave up thelp
belts to him, and he finally challenged the
world to /meet him In the twenty-four foot
rlig, By this tlme he was a full-lipdged
prize fighter and, belog a Mttle delleate
abont his love of boyliood years, steadfustly
refrdined from ever communleating with
Ethel. As soon as he began to fight, he
chsnged his name, and his ldectity was
completely swallowed up, 8o tha: Jlin Har
old wae to nl! pOrposes mo mMore.

Hls challenge to the world was laughed
at by heavywelghts, but finnlly It was ac
cepted and, In fourteen rounds, he had
whipped the chnmplon Leavyweight of the
world, and was declared the greatest pug-

i

tor who was looklng for something good
In that sgection. He was well spoken, a
fine looking young man, with a.full false
beard. and Jarrett, In a whole-sonlad way,
invited him to hls home that evening,
where a dinner was to be glven to the dl-
rectors of the Jarrett Foundry Company.

The third act opens in the dining hall of
the house of Jarrett. Half of the guecsta
have arrived, and Mr Joseph Johnuson, of
Amerlea, Is announced, After belog shown
ia, he |8 Introduced, and engages in con-
versation with old Jarrett,

Then there's more tnlk ke this:

Jarrett—This oceaslon, Mr. Johnson, ia
especlnily dellghtful to me beeause It is the
annlversary of the saving of my daughter's
life,

Johnson—Ah, Indeed. You have a daugh-
ter, then?

Jarrett—To be putre. One of the most
womnanly creatures that breathes the uir
I thank God continuously for her preserva-
tlon.

Johnson—Is the story Interesting?

Jarrett—More than that. It is herole, ro-
mantle, but—unfinished. The man who
stood In the path of nlmost cerinin death
to save her won her hand, and then disap-
penred.

Johnson—Was he waorthy that honor?

Jarrett—Yes; all of It. He wos & man
from his feet; to the halr on hls head. Yes,
Jim Harold, tha bero of Helston, was
worthy of my datghter's hand, and T would
have been prond of hlm as a son,

Johnson—And your davghter? Did she
become peconciled to his disappenrance?

Jarrett—Never, T hove tried so hard to
wipe out the memory. Thoy were en-
goged to he mnrried. She gtlll grieves,
poor glrll W she ever forget? Here she
comes pow. Ethel!

. Btliel entors. !
 Jugrett—My child. Mr. Johnson, permit

OR, “THE HERO OF HEL-
STON.”

s

THE SCENE OF THE WAGER.—“A gentleman’s check

ought to be sufficient. A thousand pounds, if you say.”

me to présent you to my daughter. Ethel,
Mr. Johngon, of Amerlea.

Ethel bows, extends her hand warmly,
looks Into his face.

Ethel (suddenly, and to herself}—That
face! Where have 1 sesn It before? (He-
covers herself.)

Ethel—We are glad to have you with us,
Mr, Johnson. Is thls your first vislt to
Helston?

Johuson—My first, Miss Jarrett.
hope, Dot my last.

The party proceeds to the banguet tahle
and makes merry, Durlng the feast Bas-
sett Imblbes e little too much wine and
proceeds to boast of his varlous Inventions
that have enabled the dlrectors of the Jar-
rett foundry to pay dividends. Among other
things, he calls attentlon to lhls most sue-
cesaful achievement—the Inventlon of the
Dassett burglar-proof lock—wheredpon old
Jarrett rises prondly and pronounces it the
best lock of the kind In existence, and
epeaks of It as the most substantial asset
In the possesslon of the company. One
word Jeads to anotlier, and] finally Dassett
offers to wager a large sum of money that
no one without the comblnation of the lock
can open It. His attitude toward Johnsan
wad especlally aggravating,®*while the Int-
ter coolly smiled ot bim,

Then we get to talllng agaln.

Johnson—I always consldered myself
something o0 an expert ln the matter of
locks.

Bnssett—Then you will wager with me?

Johngon—I held that no lock ls burglar
proof. You will lose.

Basgett—Then wnger
(Pulis out handful of mwoner.)
back your boast to open my lock.

Johnson—With the permission of my ex-
coellent host, and the ladies present I will
What amount have you on hand?

Bassett—Any samount you will. Bay, one
hundred peotnds, Is my check sufficlent?

Johnson—A gentleman's check ought to
be. More, If you wish. A thousand pounds
If you eay. (Draws check book.) What
shall 1t be?

Bassett (enraged)—I double 1t,

Johnson—Very well. Mnke it five thouo-
sand If you thing best. .

Bassett—Two thousand will do.
shnll hold the stokes?

Johnson—Mlss Jarrett.
to her,)

Bassett also passes his check orver and,
arising from the table steps to the mnosalve
safe, set In the wall of the mansion. He
polants to it with n sneer on his face and
Invites Johnson to proceed &t once.

The scene following s very interesting.
Johnson draws & chelr to the safe and be-
gins to twirl the comblnation. He looks nt
the dlal plate very lntently sod places his
ear closely to the combipation, as though
listening to eatch the sound of the tum.
blers. Slowly he turns from right to left
apd figures mentally.

Johnson—Dld you Invent thils lock, Mr.
Basseit?

Bassett—1 dla.

Johnsou—It I8 defective In many respects.
You see I was onto that lock all right.

Basseti—How do you know?

Johnson—Be patlent, Mr. Bassett, and I

Baut, I

it you think so.
Wil you

Who

(Handa his check

will ehow you what I mean, Wil yon get
ocut of the lght, plense.

{Bends over the combination again and
llstens attentively to the clicklng of the
tumblers, audible to the audience.

Bassett—It will not wpen,

Johpson—You are mistanken.
locked now. See.
it back.)

(Bnssett files iute n rage and accuses him
of having a knowledge of the comblaation
and taking ndvantage of him.)

Bassett—You knew the comblnation or
you wonld not have wagered with me,

Johnson—1 hawe won. Miss Jarrott, how
do you decide as the stnkeholder?

Ethel—Yon have won, How you Al ik
Is no affulr ¢f mine, The gafe Is open. [
present you with the checks, :

This so enrages Bamett that he strikes
Johnsop In fhe fmce with his glove and
creates o scene. Johnson banded his as-
sallant his card and bowed himself out with
the remark that he would be at any place
drranged by Mr. Bnssett's seconds, but
that ‘ha would come anlone.

The fourth net opens on the pdge of &
wooded sectlon of the country, with the so-
called Mr. Johnzon weiting for his rival
He had been apprised by Bassett's soecondn
that It sfs (0'be a fight with the nakell
hands and to the death If possibila. ThaIS

It is un
(Tulls door and swings

where be mnkes a bud break, you unlles |

stand. :

Presently Bassett arrives. His ocouph-
tion has developed his muscles and he had
long been regurded as the most dungerous
man with his hands that had ever livad in'
Helston, He wad accompanied ‘hy Jareett,
who, ns his partser, could not neglect b,
A doctor was slso In yltendance and gev-
ernl witnesses, [Ihcluillng sdfie burley
smiths from the foundecr, whe had come
albng spparently to ses falr piay. M

The princlpals réniave tlieir coats and

vests, &nd Johnsom, alter rolling np. his

gleeves, opens his shirt front to get plenty

of alr, As he dors s+ ol man Jarrett
catcbes sight of the scar across Johnson's

chest. -Bimultaneously Bussett's eres fall

upon the wound, aod buth men exclalm:
“Jim Harold, the here of Helston!"

This sudden discoveyy adds sdditional ,

cnuse for wir,and Bugsytt goes In tosimply
déstroy the young black=mith, not knowing

that duting his absence he hdd developed

into ‘the champion of*the world.

The fight lasts theee rounds aad ends in
the complete demolition of Bassett's face
and the victory of the lera. As Basseft

sinks to the greensward Hthel, who hassn-

tleipated some disclosuses, appears on tha

scené, having witnessed the fight from a

neighboring shrub, and falls ‘on the hero's
neck for juy.

Explarationa are had, aod Jim Harold.
with Ethel clinging to my 44<chest meas-

nrement, remarks as the curtain falls chat

he Is not only the original blacksmith and

the Inventor of the Bassett lock, but the

champion pugillst of all the henvy weightd
and middle welghts of ‘all the world
That's just & rough scheme, you know,
but it's the right sort of a play to properly
display me before the pblic =
Youry very truly, .
EOBERT FITZSIMMONS.

THE FINALE (after the chastissmeat of thz villin).—“Ethel
clinging to my forty-four chest measerement.”
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